JANUARY

IMAGINE that you are in London for a whole
year with nothing to do but with enough
money to do anything. You will wander in a
haphazard way through twelve months, gathering
impressions of scenes and ceremonies, places and
people. When you feel like it you will follow the
crowd ; when the mood takes you, you will slip
off alone to watch Cynthia swaying against a punt
pole somewhere on the Thames.

You will, of course, go to the Derby, to Ascot,
to the Royal Tournament, to Lord's, to the incred-
ible tea-parties of dear Lady Maud ; you will
linger over the rails of the Row on gold May morn-
ings, and, at the correct time, you will obey the
Lord Chamberlain's gilt-edged command to meet
the King in his garden at Buckingham Palace.

When other people with your imaginary leisure
have left London in mid-July to bore themselves
politely in Scotland or on the Riviera, you will
have a delicious time climbing to the Dome of
St. Paul's with men from the Middle West, whose
lovely daughters inspire the world's best tooth-paste
advertisements. You will go to the Tower of Lon-
don where you -will exchange fi bromides 5 with
natives of New York, Manchester, Chicago and
Edinburgh. If it is hot in August, as it sometimes
is, you will visit the Zoo Aquarium to envy those
cold fish with gold-rimmed eyes ; to watch in cool
ddight the frigid ballet of the accordion-pleated
lemon soles. On rich autumnal afternoons you
will observe poor families, who never leave London
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